
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



30 The Mamluk, ^c. 

Though winlry winda have swept lis bed, 
A ad earth has pillowed cold iti head ; 
Though prouder forms have annk to rest, 
Hot ri«e a^in from earth's dark breast ; 
Slill does this little flowar arise 
Joyous beneath springes genial skies; 
Nor frost can bind, nor poisoned air 
Taint with decay iis circles 6iir \ 
Like hopes which still tlie boaom cheer 
When many a hope has left it drear ; 
Ijike thoughts of home in climes afar $ 
Like evening's still returning star i 
Like tears which fall when the heart is sad. 
Almost as sweet as that heart were glad $ 
Like friendship found where we sought it act $ 
In bower and garden, in field and grot. 
Spring thy fair flower*, Forget-me-not. 

THE SONG OF THE BREEZE. 

1 have swept o'er the mountain, the forest, and fell ; 

I have played on the rock where the wild Chamois dwell ; 

1 have tracked the desert so dreary and rude. 

Through the pathless depths of its solitude ; 

Through the ocean caves of the stormy see. 

My spirit has wandered at midnight free. 

i have slept in the lily's fragrant bell, 

I have moaned on the ear through (he rosy shell, 

I have roamed alone by the gargling stream, 

I have danced at eve with the pale moonbeam ; 

I have kissed the rose in its blushing pride. 

Till my breath ttre deW Trom its lips has dried ; 

I have stolen away on my silkea wing, 

The violet's scent ia the early spring. 

I have bang o'er groves where the citron grows. 

And the clustering bloom of the orange blows. 

I have wafted the sigh frtfm the lover's breast. 

To the lipa of the maiden he loved the best. 

I have aped thedove tta its errand home. 

O'er mountain and river, and sun-gilt dome. 

I have hushed the babe in its cradled rest. 

With my song, to sleep on Its mother's breast. 

I have chased thaclondi in their dark career. 

Till they hung on my wingia their shapes of fear ; 

1 have rent the oak from its forest beX, 

And the flaming brand of the fire king sped ; 

1 have rashed with the fterce tornado forth. 

On the tempest's wing from the stormy north ; 

I have lash'd the waves tiH they rote in pride, 

Aad the mariner'a skill in their wrath defied ; 

I have borne the mandate of fate and doom, 

And swept the wretch to his watery tomb. 

I have shrieked the wail of the murdered dead. 

Till the guilty spirit hath shrank with dread. 

I have hymned my dirge o'er the silent ^tme. 

And bade the cypress more darkly wave. 

There is not a spot upon land or sea. 

Where tboo mayst not, enthusiast, wander with mc. 

TO MY INFANT BOY. 

My cherub boy I thy yoQBg b«art is light. 

Thy glance of beauty, how wild and bright, 

Tells of a spirit uncbiHed by care : 

Long I long may such innocent mirth beam there ! 

Thy coral lip of frolic and glee. 

May well io such eye meet con^nion be ] 



